CHAPTER XVIII
THE IMAGE  OF WAX
I WAS going to the opera next night, and should most prob-
ably have finished the evening at the gaming-table, but I
met Cesarino, and spent two delightful hours talking with
him. He opened his heart to me, and begged me to speak to
Teresa for him. He had a strong desire to be a sailor, and
he assured me he felt convinced that if his mother would
allow him the funds necessary to engage in commerce, he
should make his fortune, I promised I would do what I
could.
After supping soberly with the dear youth, I went to bed.
I remained in my room next day, and did not see the
countess until after dinner. Her husband had gone to San
Angelo; and as she was alone, common politeness compelled
me to pay my respects to her and to apologise for not having
presented myself at table. She was very amiable, and told
me I was to do exactly as I liked in her house. I was sure
she was playing a game, but I wanted her to think me her
dupe. I said fatuously that when Lent came I would make
up for the dissipations of the carnival, which had engrossed
me to her detriment
CI hope so,' answered the perfidious Spaniard, with one of
those enchanting smiles peculiar to a woman who is pos-
sessed of the lust of revenge. At the same time, she offered
me a pinch of snuff, and took one herself.
'But what is this, dear countess?' I asked. 'This is not
snuff!'
'No; a powder which is good for headaches. It makes
one's nose bleed/
I was vexed, but said laughingly that I was not suffering
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